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Mr. Croker had fancied him for Foreign Secretary;  and
now his name was even mentioned as a possible Leader
of the House.   But he was eloquent upon the superior
qualifications of Mr.  Huskisson.   Lacking the taste for
promiscuous debating (Canning had deplored his inability
to bring " that  three-decker  Palmerston"  into action),
he felt himself " quite unequal to it.   To go no further
than one point, the person so placed must be in a perpetual
state of canvass; and of all irksome slaveries there is none
more difficult to me than that; besides the character of the
Government is, as it were, identified with the debating
success of   the   individual/'    But he felt equal to the
Exchequer and  promptly  accepted  it.   Once more the
official sky mysteriously clouded.   The Cottage frowned;
Lord Goderich whimpered;   and whilst Jove thundered,
Palmerston stayed chained, like Prometheus, to his depart-
mental rock.   But there were consolations, since he was in
the Cabinet now and could read the despatches and dabble
in foreign affairs.   Lady Cowper always had an informing
stream of international anecdote.   It came to her in the
voluble, slightly gasping letters of Madame Lieven to her
chlre chlYe, amie, whose interest in Nesselrode and Pozzo
was so temperate that they were meant, one feels, for
manlier eyes.   Tutored, perhaps, by this Egeria, Palmer-
ston breathed a Russian air, mistrusted Austria, but added
something of his own in his distaste for " Metternich's
absolutism/' when that slightly spiral pillar of the European
system seemed to the novice to prefer " the tortuous to the
straight course where the option is before him/'   A gleeful
ear received " the smash at Navarino/' when " the mere
circumstance of our having made a bonfire of the fleet of our
good ally , . . was not a declaration of war, but only a
slight  act  of  remonstrance  struck   parenthetically  into
unbroken friendship."   One begins to catch the familiar
echo of a j ocular voice.   He even scared his colleagues with a
dashing project for a British landing in Greece to expel the
Turks.   Such  were,  in  1837,   Lord  Palmerston's  lively
variations on a theme of Mr. Canning.